ABU  ZEYD'S IMAGE
and it is a comfortable human token, that some Lave found to
cheer themselves, before us, in land where man's life seems nearly
cast away, but at what time is uncertain; for stones, as they were
pitched in that forsaken drought, may so continue for ages. The
harder and gravel wilderness is seen cross-lined everywhere with
old trodden camel paths; these are also from the old generations,
and there is not any place of the immense waste, which is not at
some time visited in the Aarab's wanderings; and yet whilst we
pass no other life, it may be, is in the compass of a hundred miles
about us. There is almost no parcel of soil where fuel may not be
found, of old camel dung, jella, bleaching in the sun; it may lie
three years, and a little sand blown upon it, sometime longer.
There is another human sign in the wilderness, which mothers
.look upon; we see almost in every new rahla, little ovals of stones,
which mark the untimely died of the nomads: but grown persons
dying in their own diras, are borne (if it be not too difficult) to the
next common burying place.
On the morrow betimes, Zeyd took his mare and his lance, and
we set out to visit Abu Zeyd's image, the wonder of this desert.
We crossed the sand plain, till the noon was hot over us; and come
to the mountain, we rounded it some while in vain: Zeyd could
not find the place. White stains, like sea-marks, are seen upon
certain of those desolate cliffs, they are roosting-places of birds of
prey, falcons, buzzards and owls: their great nests of sticks are
often seen in wild crags of these sandstone inarches. In the
I waterless soil live many small animals which drink not, as rats
and lizards and hares. We heard scritching owls sometimes in
the still night; then the nomad wives and children answered them
\vith mocking again Ymgebds \ Tmgebds! The hareem said. It is a
wailful woman, seeking her lost child through the wilderness,
which was turned into this forlorn bird.' Fehjies eat the owl; for
which they are laughed to scorn by the Beduw, that are devourers
of some other vermin.
We went upon those mountain sides until we were weary, A
sheykh's son, a coffee companion from his youth, and here in
another dira, Zeyd could not remember his landmarks. It was
high noon; we wandered at random, and, for hunger and thirst,
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